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please. We'd better ask this American if he can help us
get over to his country. People believe in God there, don't
they ? They go to church, don't they ? If we could only
find a parish there, let it be the smallest in the world, we
won't mind, if we only had a hut of our own and a piece
of ground for a garden and orchard.'

Young Communists passed by us several times, smiled
and winked at me, and made contemptuous faces at the
priest.

'If you can help us, citizen,' pleaded the woman, 'we'd
never forget you, would we, little father ?'

'Ay, indeed, we wouldn't,' he reiterated touchingly.

'Write to us, please,' she begged, smiling sadly, as I
left them.

The Young Communists invited me to join them in
their compartment, but I was too weary for further con-
versation, and instead I climbed up the 'baggage shelf
where the kindly black-bearded muzhik had made a place
for me. He was sound asleep now, leaning backward
on his bundles, his feet doubled under him, his face up-
turned, his heavy beard poised in the air like a dagger,
and his mouth half-open. He did not hear me move
about, and quietly I readjusted my suit-case and rested
my back against it. I was in full view of the coach below.
Most of the compartments that formerly had candles burn-
ing were now dark. The defiant red-bearded peasant was
sleeping in a sitting posture on the floor. The group of
card-players had disbanded. Silent was the accordion, &nd-
silent were the voices that had been humming folk-tunes.
The priest and his wife had climbed to their bunk and were
lost in darkness. All around I could hear the rough sntxr-
ing of the men, women, and children who lay huddled close
together on the floor, on the bunks and on the baggage
shelves. They were sunk in heavy slumber. Only the
Young Communists were wide awake, and the conductor
who was sitting in the corner, checking up his accounts by
the dusky light of a smoky lantern.

All was quiet now; yet beneath this outward calm I
could hear the ceaseless roar of the Revolution. The words
of the peasant, the priest, the Communists, swearing,
shouting, clenching their fists at one another, .with no